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POSSESSIVE PROTECTOR 


Possessive protector doesn’t even begin to describe him. 


He’s a possessive alpha male who watched over me when 
we were young until the day he suddenly disappeared. 


But now he’s back in our small town to protect us as a 
police officer. 


It’s the first time I’ve seen him in years, and I’ve got 
another first time I’ve been saving just for him. 


But this older man doesn’t want to talk to me, and this 
younger woman has to figure out why. 


And when | do I need to right the wrongs of the past and 
prove to everyone this obsessed protector isn’t a tattooed 
devil, but the guardian angel knight in battered and bruised 
armor our small town needs... especially me. 


*Possessive Protector is an insta-everything standalone 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger 


CHAPTER 1 


Knight 
| swear to god | can smell her. 


Fifteen years since I’ve last caught so much as a fucking 
glimpse of her Been in the same zip code as her. 


A stint in jail. A tour in the military Police academy. 


It’s been a long time but | remember her like it was just 
yesterday. 


Because to me it was. It’s like my entire life ended the day | 
got taken away from her. 


Well now I’m back. | worked like a dog for a damn decade 
and a half to get back here and I’m not here to mess around. 


I’m here to make her mine. 

Damn the powers that be. I’m gonna set things straight and 
let every last motherfucker on this planet know this woman 
is mine and mine alone 


And that starts right now. 


The clock on the dashboard of my cruiser strikes 4:00 p.m. 
And my shift is officially over. 


Good, because this is about to get personal...even though 
I’ve never seen this little prick before in my life. 


Intensity rips through my veins sending my foot onto the 
gas pedal, revving the engine of the cruiser. 


“You okay over there, Knight?” 


“Drop the car back at the station. l'Il catch up with you 
tomorrow.” 


“Um...okay, man?” 


| step out of the car the sound of my boots echoing off the 
hot concrete, but the little shithead is so preoccupied he 
doesn’t even hear me. 


He'll hear me when | crack him upside the skull if he doesn’t 
quit bothering her right fucking now 


| hear the police cruiser pull away just as | unbutton my 
uniform shirt and toss it in the bushes. 


Personal all right. 


The boy cowers in fear as | quickly close the distance 
between the two of us. 


The sight of a psycho in a white undershirt and policeman 
slacks sends fear into this kid barely old enough to vote and 
who has no idea what it means to be a real man. 


| see the nervousness in the side of Quincy’s eyes and my 
nostrils flare and my fists tighten. If I can see it then this 
little douchebag can see it and he’s gonna be lucky if | don’t 
punch him so hard right in his eye that he’s never able to 
see anything again. 


| shoot a fist toward him grabbing the open collar of his pink 
Abercrombie & Fitch T-shirt and feel my knuckles make 
contact with his sternum. 

He might be a six foot three college athlete, but he’s not 
match for a real man who’s got three inches and seventy- 
five pounds of pure, thick, jailhouse made muscle on him. 


| flex my forearm and lift him right up off the ground staring 
at his eyes, but he won’t even look at me. 


“You see this girl?” 

He’s still looking to the side. 

“I'm talking to you, son” 

“Yes, officer.” 

“Don’t call me, officer. I’m off duty. I’m just a citizen like 
you. You want to fight back? You fight back. I’ve got no 
special privileges now You want to bring it? You bring it. 
Man to man.” 

“No, sin” 

“Don’t talk to me. Talk to her” 

“Sire” 

“Apologize you little jerk.” 

“I'm sorry,” he says quickly. 


“Look her in the eye.” 


His head slowly turns and his eyes open as his chin goes 
down. “I’m sorry.” 


“Say it like you mean it!” 
“I'm sorry,” he says. 


“Louder And address her by name before | put you on your 
back.” 


“I'm sorry. I’m sorry, Quincy.” 

“You gonna bother her again?” 

“No, sin” 

“I can’t hear you.” 

“No sin” 

| lower him to the ground but keep his shirt in my fist. 


| lean in close, putting my mouth less than an inch from his 
ear His eyes are closed and | can feel him trembling. 


Good. 


“| didn’t think so. Now get the fuck outta here before | get 
angry.” 


| let go of his shirt and he takes off in the opposite direction. 
He’s definitely going to need a change of underwear. 


And I’m definitely going to need a new day job if | don’t 
learn my lesson soon. 


But I can’t stop. | can’t stop watching her. Looking out for 
her Protecting her. 


l'Il die a slow death before a man puts his hands like that on 
her again. 


| turn and walk away making sure not to touch her or make 
eye contact. As much as! want to I can’t. And. It’s. 
Driving. Me. Fucking. Crazy. 


| grab my uniform shirt from the bushes and sling it over my 
shoulder. 


Protecting her is what | was born to do. 


And loving her is my life’s mission forever and always. 
Count on it. 


CHAPTER 2 


Quincy 


One minute ago I was trembling from what that boy might 
try and do to me as I walked across the campus of the 
community college | attend. 


Now I’m trembling over who | just saw. 
Him. 
Nick Knight or Knight to the uninitiated. I’ve never heard 


anyone call him by his first name and “sir” certainly just 
seemed appropriate considering the position he had that 


guy in. 
Oh my god. 


I was so scared and now I’m so wet. What a difference one 
man makes and where in the world did that man come from? 


| haven’t seen him in... fifteen years? Yeah, fifteen years. It 
takes me a minute to remember the amount of years, but | 
sure don’t need reminding of the event. 


And he looks just the same as he used to, just with more 
muscle than ever. 


And those brown eyes. The kind that are so dark they’re 
practically black. 


He’s not good looking in the traditional way, but he’s 
breathtaking in the “I’m a real freaking man” kind of way. 
Scars, scratches, calluses? He’s got them all in spades. 


He’s a big brute. A savage. And I got so turned on just 
standing next to him feeling that power he has knowing he 
could crush that guy that was bothering me. Crush him with 
his own two hands right then and there. 


And then he was gone. Disappeared. 


I’m still catching my breath and he’s catching a lift out of 
here. Or did he walk? 


| don’t really know, but I know l'Il see him again. 


That’s how he works. He’s like a shadow. | never see him, 
but he’s always there close by. The darkness to my light 
ready to fight my battles when need be. 


| think back to the way things ended and | practically want 
to cry. 


Why? Why did it have to end like that? 


He never had a chance. It wasn’t fair An orphan with barely 
more than the clothes on his back and the last name he was 
known by. But he had a lot of pride, dignity, and more 
manners than any other boy I knew... until they tried to 
break his will and take everything away from him. 


But you can’t take anything from Knight. He’s the one who 
takes what he wants in this world. 


And judging by what | just saw he’s back and he wants...me. 


Again. But this time | hope for good. 


CHAPTER 3 


Knight 


“Are you out of your mind, son?” the police chief asks as | 
stand at attention in front of his desk. 


“| was off duty, sir” 


“You're never off duty. You’re always representing the police 
department of this city.” 


“Always protecting, sir” 
“What did you say?” 


He steps in closer and looks at me curiously. | can see him 
trying to figure me out, but he never will. | can read more 
into his personality through my peripheral vision and 
watching his body language than he'll ever find out about 
me. 


“Protecting, sir My job is to serve and protect and that’s 
exactly what | was doing. Uniform or not.” 


“You think because you took off your uniform nobody can 
figure out that you’re a cop by your pants or your boots? Or 
maybe the fact that you stepped out of a cruiser seconds 
before you almost went absolutely ape shit on that kid?” 


“He’s not a kid, sir He’s a two hundred pound athlete who 
might be paid millions of dollars soon. He’s over the age of 
eighteen, by three years according to the report. He’s 


responsible for his actions and that includes touching a 
woman’s arm when she doesn’t want him touching her arm.” 


The chief backs up and picks up a manila folder from his 
desk and promptly thumbs through it. 


“Do you have any idea who that boy’s parents are?” 
“Two people who failed to do their job?” 
“What did you say?” the chief asks moving in closer again. 


“Two people who did not raise their boy to be aman. Simple 
manners. How to treat a lady. They didn’t even teach him 
the basics.” 


“And that’s what you’re here for?” 


“If need be. | don’t accept excuses. He’s old enough to 
know right from wrong and anywhere you go in this country 
it’s wrong to lay a finger on a woman if you’re not absolutely 
sure she doesn’t want it there.” 


The chief steps back and drops the folder on the desk 
picking up another. 


“Speaking of parents it says here that you don’t exactly 
know who yours are, young man. Is that correct?” 


“Yes, sir,” | say through gritted teeth. Now this guy is 
starting to piss me off. He thinks bringing up something 
that’s so far in my past | quit caring about years ago is going 
to scare me? Please. This guy has no clue. Sitting behind 
that desk eating donuts and showing up for photo ops when 
the local photographer from the newspaper needs a story to 


run have made him weak. He needs to get out on the beat 
again and earn those stripes he’s wearing. 


“And it also says here that there’s a history between you and 
that girl.” 


“Her name is Quincy, sir She’s not that girl.” 

The chief’s eyes narrow. “Son, are you mentally sound?” 
“Yes, sir” 

“Are you fit to do this job?” 

“Yes, sin” 

“Young man, you’re carrying a deadly weapon with you. 
Right now you’re making me think that the smart move 
would be to have you hand that thing in and dismiss you on 
your first day on the force. Is that what you want?” 


“No, sin” 


“Are you sure, because | can make that happen right now if 
that’s what you want.”? 


I’m done with this guy’s games. 


“If you want to fire me, terminate me, cut me loose or 
whatever the word is these days then you go ahead and do 
it. | don’t give a shit to tell you the truth. I'll start a security 
company before the clock strikes midnight and l'II do my 
own kind of policing in this city Or you can wise up, keep 
me on your side and realize I’m the best damn officer you’ve 
ever seen, let alone have working with you.” 


“For me,” he says. 


“With you. | don’t work for anybody but the people who 
need me.” 


He looks me up and down and seems completely appalled at 
my words, but | know how this little meet and greet is about 
to end. 


“Don’t make me regret this decision,” he says. “Now get out 
of my office.” 


“The only regrets are had by those that get in my way,” | say 
and pivot on the ball on my foot and walk right out of there 
hearing him gasp in the background. 


Now that the power dynamic is understood | shouldn’t be 
having any more problems with him. 


Now to make sure Quincy doesn’t have any more problems 
ever again either. That’s why I’m here anyways, not to argue 
with some old man in a uniform who’s more interested in 
collecting his pension in a few years than actually looking 
out for the flock he’s supposed to be protecting. 


But that’s okay. l'Il be happy to do that for him... especially 
when it comes to her. 


CHAPTER 4 


Quincy 
“How was Class, honey?” my mom asks. 


| mumble and bound up the stairs to my room and lock the 
door behind me. 


| lie on my back on the bed and the last time | saw him 
comes flooding back, crystal clear in my mind playing like a 
movie... 


“Don’t you fucking touch her, Blair” Knight yells. 


“Fuck off, Knight Take your sorry ass to the sidelines. 
You’re out, loser” 


| hate that kid. Blair Bortles. He’s the biggest kid at school 
but he only picks on children who are smaller than he is. 


It’s recess and dodgeball has narrowed down to nine versus 
two. Ah, the joys of small town life. Sixth graders and first 
graders playing dodgeball together That’s fair, right? 
Hardly. 


But the two are me and Knight and Knight counts for a lot 
more than just one. 


“Please move to the side, Knight,” Ms. Cartwright calls. 


| watch as Knight stare down Blair and slowly moves toward 
the side, but | can see he’s not really going to move 


completely from the basketball court where we're playing 
dodgeball. 


Suddenly Blair, the baseball pitcher prodigy, cocks back his 
arm and let’s lose the dodgeball. 


All | can see is a white blur headed right toward my glasses. 


| raise my hands, close my eyes, and bend my body away 
preparing for the impact that will leave me black and blue, 
at best, and out a pair of glasses and needing a trip to the 
doctor’s office, at worst. 


| hear an “uh,” and open my eyes just in time to see Knight 
laid out completely horizontal in front of me knocking the 
dodgeball off course and protecting me from the 
embarrassment and pain that was just a few feet from 
becoming my reality. 


Almost as soon as Knight’s making contact with the floor 
he’s up and barreling down at Blair 


“Two strikes!” Ms. Cartwright yells, reminding Knight about 
our school’s three strikes and you're out policy. 


Knight either never heard her or never cared. 

All because of me 

He tore into Blair like a starved pit bull into fresh meat 
That was the last | ever saw of him. | never even had a 


chance to thank him or say | was sorry for what happened to 
him. 


He was expelled immediately, and Blair spent the rest of the 
school year eating soup out of a straw 


| didn’t have any friends at school at that point, but here 
was this boy who I didn’t even know and had never even 
talked to risking everything to protect me. 


| didn’t even know what friendship, loyalty, or trust really 
meant until that moment. They were just words in books I’d 
read until him. Until | felt wnat those words really meant. 


Saw them in action from my twelve-year-old white knight in 
shining armor sticking up for some uncoordinated, awkward, 
and geeky six-year-old girl. 


And I’ve used his actions as my guideline ever since which is 
why | still don’t really have any friends and never even came 
close to having a boyfriend let alone a first kiss, prom date, 
or even an interest in a boy. 


He was everything | wanted in the opposite sex even when | 
was too young to want the opposite sex. He was 
immediately my best friend even though we’d never even 
spoke one word to each other My silent protector. 


But | knew he was there. | saw him watching me every day 
at recess up to that point. He’d just watch me and whenever 
someone got to close I’d turn and he’d just be there, but 
saying nothing... because he didn’t have to. 


He wasn’t the biggest kid back then, but there was just 
something about him that anyone with any sense in their 
head knew not to mess with him. 


Some people thought he was completely off his rocker... 
crazy. 


But the truth was | was crazy for him. 
And still very much am. 


And now he’s protected me again. Different guy, similar 
result. 


CHAPTER 5 


Knight 


My biological dad abandoned my mom and | when | was 

two. | never saw him or spoke to him in my life. It didn’t 
matter to me much anyways. My mom was more of a man 
than most quote unquote men I|’d ever met. She worked two 
jobs just to keep a roof over our heads and a warm meal on 
the table. | never heard her complain once. 


She was working the day shift as a nurse at the county 
hospital and as a cashier at the corner store when those 
bank robbers decided to pass through our town and refuel 
their getaway car. 


She never had a chance, and according to my social worker 
neither did I. 


Getting into a fight at school and smashing in a boy’s face 
was all the ammo the school needed to send me packing. 


Getting kicked out of school didn’t upset me at all. | was 


never cut out for it. | figured I’d just hang around before and 
after and keep an eye out on that girl | was so fascinated by. 


Quincy. 
But apparently just expelling me from school wasn’t enough. 


They wanted me out of town, the county, and even the 
state. 


Six years and a lot more trouble later | joined the military to 
appease a judge. | fit in really well at first until | realized it 
was just a job to most of them after a couple of years. One 
night when everyone else was out getting plastered at the 
bar | went to a tattoo parlor for the first time amazed by the 
commitment someone would take to put something on their 
skin that was everlasting. 


And the only thing in my life that had stayed with me all 
those years was the thought of her. 


So | sat down in that chair and had The Lord’s Prayer 
tattooed right across my chest in Latin. 


But the meaning meant something else to me entirely. 

It was an apology in advance. A request for forgiveness. I’m 
not a religious man, but | understand, “Forgive me my 
trespasses.” 

And I was going to need a lot of forgiveness in the future 
because | was going to keep on “trespassing” in her life until 
she was mine. 


| wasn’t taking no for an answer, and | wouldn’t have to. 


And | wasn’t about to force myself on her or try and 
intimidate her into liking me. Nothing like that. 


| was going to show her that she was mine. Show her that | 
was the only choice. Win her hand. 


Even though | had something looming over my head that 
she might not even know anything about. 


Something her parents did to me that same day | got kicked 
out of school. 


Seems her dad had seen me around their property before. 
He had. | used to stay out front and silently and stealthily 
stand guard at night sometimes. Call me crazy. | don’t care. 
So when they were stacking the charges against me after 
that damn dodgeball incident her dad jumped in and 
smacked a restraining order on me. 


A restraining order on a twelve-year-old? Are you kidding 
me? 


Is that even possible? Legal? 


And all | wanted was to be there by her side. Be a friend to 
that girl who didn’t seem to have any. Just like me. 


We were two outcasts. Peas in a pod. Her and l. 

But | knew one day it would be so much more. She was so 
damn pretty and | knew one day she’d grow up to be even 
more beautiful. 

And today proved me right. 

| Know my juvenile record is expunged, but | don’t really 
believe that. | have to be careful. Judges, lawyers, juries... 
they’re human. They remember. 


Especially in small towns. 


That’s why | looked at her out of the corner of my eye, 
making sure not to dig up wounds with her old man. 


Not yet. 


But damn, even a half-glimpse of her confirmed what | knew 
would be true. 


She’s a knockout. Stunning. Perfect. 

Everything | could ever want. 

But she’s only twenty-one... still a student. 

And I'm twenty-seven... already a man. 

But what difference does six years matter? 

None in my book. 

And now that | worked my way back, doing an exemplary job 
in the military and at the police academy, and I’m a cop here 
in this small town I’m going to check my records and see 


what they’re still holding against me. 


So | can hold her body against mine forever. 


CHAPTER 6 


Quincy 
Since when is Google not all-knowing? 


| step outside of the public library about half a mile from my 
house and realize | was inside longer than | thought. It’s 
now dark out and a bit creepy. Unfortunately in my town 
hanging out at the library at closing time seems about as 
safe as a bus station in a bad part of town in a big city 


| know it’s nowhere as close, and ninety-nine percent of the 
people in town are really nice, but it’s always that one 
percent you have to keep in the back of your mind. 

Like earlier today. 

How | wish Knight was here right now. 

| pull out my phone and prepare to request an Uber but the 
minute | fire up the app my phone shuts down saying I’ve 


used up all my battery. 


| dig in my backpack for my portable charger and thirty 
seconds later realize it’s at home... charging, of course. 


| step down the front steps and begin the trek home. 
The sounds of the locusts in the trees is eerie. A slight 


breeze brushes across my face and | see some leaves blow in 
front of the sidewalk into the street. 


And | hear a noise. 

| stop. 

Nothing. 

Did that guy not get the hint earlier today? There’s no way 
he’s that stupid. No way he’d risk anything knowing Knight 
would come for him. 

No way. 

| take another step forward and hear a slight hum in the 
background. It sounds like a fan in the other room at home, 


or the aircon running on a summer day. 


But this is a dark summer night and I’m still a long ways 
from home. 


| walk a bit faster but the sound keeps pace with me. 

| stop abruptly and swing my head around in all directions. 
Nothing. 

Dammit | don’t like this one bit. 


| Know someone's out there watching me. Stalking me. I’m 
scared. 


How | wish Knight was here now. 
| take a deep breath in and try and steady myself but it 


doesn’t work. There are no mental or physical tricks | can 
use right now to reduce my fear. 


I’ve got to get home on my own. 


| put one foot in front of the other and the buzz begins 
again. 


Now I’m really scared...losing my mind. 
| have no idea why but | yell, “Knight!” 


Suddenly | hear the roar of an engine and a black 
motorcycle pulls up right next to me 


The driver doesn’t even turn to look at me. His helmet is 
faced forward. His body and head perfectly still and his 
tinted visor down even in the dark of night. 


There are no distinguishing characteristics and that in and 
of itself is the single characteristic that defines him. 


No talking. No exceeds or nervous body movements. 
Complete stillness. Complete calm. A beacon in the night. 


His head nods slightly to the side motioning for me to get on 
the back of the bike 


| feel my hand shaking, but | have to be near him right now 
Have to know I’m safe and the only person in the world | 
trust with my safety is him. 


| approach the bike and put my foot on the peg. | step up 
and swing my leg over the other side and settle in behind 
him. 


| feel the engine idle underneath me and my first thought is 
to ask him if this is an electric motorcycle. Do those even 


exist? 


And why would | ask him? He’d never answer He wouldn’t 
even look at me today. 


| wrap my arms around his black leather jacket and try and 
connect them in front of him, but he’s too big... too thick... 
too much everything. 


His hand comes off the throttle and he brings it around 
behind him. 


He’s got a helmet for me? Where did he even have that 
thing? 


| take the helmet from him and put it on over my head. It 
smells new and fits me like a glove. It’s surely a women’s 
helmet. Did he buy this just for me? 


His hand taps me twice on the outside of the thigh before he 
brings it back to the handlebar and we take off... slowly 
putting pavement behind us. 


| appreciate that he’s going super slow even though | have a 
helmet on. | can imagine how this motorcycle must feel out 
on the open road or in the curves of some steep hill when 
he’s riding it by himself, but not tonight. This ride is all 
about getting me home safely and just a couple minutes 
later that’s exactly where | find myself. 


He idles a few houses down from mine and | step off the 
bike. 


| pull the helmet from my head and extend my hand offering 
to give it back. 


He shakes his head slightly from side to side without moving 
it much from its straightforward position. 


| guess he wants me to keep it. Who know what he has 
planned next. 


“Thanks Knight,” | say. 

He says nothing. 

| just stand there looking at him. The thickness of his back 
even through the black leather The girth of his thighs as 
they press against that sleek black sports bike. 


The way the jacket hugs his biceps and the thickness of his 
neck. 


Still no response from him. 


| begin walking toward my house and he doesn’t move but | 
know his eyes are on me. 


| slide my key in the door and turn and light shoots out from 
the inside and illuminates my front steps. 


Immediately | hear the roar of his engine and | turn just in 
time to see him peel out before he tips the bike back and 
does a wheelie, white smoke trailing him. 


But the smoke is past my house so | don’t have to smell it. 


“What’s that sound?” my dad yells. “And why in the world 
are you holding a motorcycle helmet?” 


CHAPTER 7 


Knight 
The way her hands hugged my sides. 
The feeling of her breasts pressed up against my back. 
And the sound of her breathing in my ear Yeah, | could hear 
it through the helmet. | could feel her pulse in her fingertips 
for Pete’s sake. 


And it energized the hell out of me. 


| peeled out down her street and popped a wheelie and | 
really don’t give a damn what the neighbors think. 


Let ‘em all know this hometown boy’s back to make good. 
And I’m not a boy anymore. I’m aman. Her man. 
And she knows it. 


Three minutes later I’m across town and pulling into my 
garage. 


| step inside my house and flip open my laptop. 


Time to access the police station’s records and see what 
they’ve got on me. 


| search by name and sure enough... 


File locked. See supervisor. 
This is complete bullshit. 


| get right back on my bike and fly down to the station, 
pushing open the doors when | get there. 


“Knight?” the desk sergeant says. 

“You have supervisory access to the database?” 
“What do you need, Knight?” 

“A record search.” 

“For who?” 

“Me” 


“You need to put in a request for that,” Sergeant Kaltreider 
says. 


“I'm asking you now... politely. | need to see my record,” | 
pause. “Please.” 


“| can’t just—” 

“My record,” | say. 

Kaltreider exhales hard. “Listen man. Only because you did 
something with that little prick. He’s been bugging my 
sister for months, but no one here wanted to do anything 


about it and I’m here stuck behind this—” 


“My record!” | say. 


Kaltreider stands up from behind the desk and disappears. 
I’m irate at this point. 

A minute goes by. 

I’m fuming. 

A full two minutes. 

| could break something. 

Three minutes. 

| could put my fist through that wall. 


And then he appears holding a manila folder Of course. 
Manila folders are really trying to kick my ass today. 


Not anymore. 

“How many copies of this are there?” 

“Only one. | had to go down in the basement to get it.” 
“You smoke?” 

“Trying to quit. You know how—” 

“Lighter,” | say holding out my hand. 

“Dude, you can’t just—“ 


“Lighter!” 


Kaltreider opens the top drawer of his desk and pulls out a 
lighter that’s lying next to a pack of Marlboros. 


| take the lighter and step outside by the concrete trash bin. 


| light the folder from the bottom and hold it until | smell the 
hair on the back of my hand burning. 


| drop the file in the can and watch the flames. 


“What the fuck, man?” Kaltreider says as he bursts out of 
the station. 


| toss the lighter to him backhanded, not even turning 
around. 


| mount my bike 
“I'm writing you up!” he says. 
“What the hell is wrong with you?” 


| rev the bike and guide it backward before peeling out ina 
half circle and I’m gone before he’s done fuming. 


Now that that’s taken care of it’s time to take care of what | 
really came back here to do. 


Make her mine. 


CHAPTER 8 


Quincy 

The next day 
My communications class ends and | head for the exit. | 
start to feel the anticipation wondering if he'll be there 
today. I’m already turned on. 
But will he talk to me today? Will he look at me? Will he 
acknowledge my existence other than in a hand gesture, 
grunt, act of chivalry, or some other form of caveman 
expression? 


| step outside the door and there he is, leaning against that 
same bike from last night. 


Not on it. Not looking forward. 
Looking right at me. 


And he’s got a smirk on his face that should put me at ease, 
but only puts me more on edge. 


What does he have planned? Why is he suddenly acting 
different? Dare | say...normal? 


Or as normal as you can be for a guy as possessive and 
stalkerish as he is. 


He nods to the back of the bike and helps me on like a 
gentleman. He hands me his own helmet as | left mine at 


home. | wasn’t expecting to get picked up by my knight on 
his black bike today. Doesn’t he have police work to do? 
Then again cops work shifts right? But the counter to that 
would be doesn’t he sleep? 


| get on the bike and we take off down the road. I’m holding 
him just as tight as last night, but not because I’m scared, 
but because | want to. 


| want to feel those muscles again. | want the back of his 
head pressed into the side of my cheek, smelling his scent 
on my face and watching as his eyes scan the open road 
searching for possible fallen objects...cars that don’t see 
us...anything that requires him to protect me. 


| should be scared or weirded out, but I just can’t be. The 
idea of having your own personal protector is something 
most girls fantasize about, or at least they would if they’d 
ever experienced it. 


I’m not just experiencing it. I’m living it. 


We drive for a good fifteen minutes and then he pulls off the 
road and guides the bike slowly down some kind of dirt trail. 


This is the part | should be wondering just exactly how he’s 
going to extract my kidneys and where he’s going to dispose 
of my body afterwards. The forest would serve as a perfect 
option for both, but I’m not scared. 


If he wanted to do something he could have last night, or all 
the other times he’s followed me and | didn’t even know. All 
these years maybe he was out there all this time and | just 
never noticed him. Never knew until he decided to make his 
presence felt like yesterday. 


There’s really no way of Knowing. 


And know way of knowing where he’s taking me and what’s 
about to happen next. 


No one even knows where l am. | just got on his bike like a 
naive idiot in a horror film. | deserve to die. | really do. But 
| know around him I’m safer than anywhere else on earth. 


The bike rolls to a stop | take off my helmet and he helps me 
off. 


He offers me his hand and | take it. | want to ask him where 
we’re going but | don’t want to break the silence, the 
peacefulness of this moment in this forest. 


We walk for a few minutes and then finally... 
“It’s been a long time,” he says. 
“A very long time,” | say. 


“But | never forgot. | always thought of you. Always 
remembered the way your nose scrunched up when you 
smiled...the way you smelled...the way you walked. And | 
knew I'd see it again one day. And when | did I’d make sure 
I'd see it forever I’m never going to long for that again. 
You're mine now. My woman and my woman only.” 


| don’t say anything. It wasn’t really a question so there’s 
nothing to answer. That and who am | to argue with a guy 
who can track me in the still of the night and when | don’t 
even know it? 


And more importantly why would | argue with the only guy 
I’ve ever wanted? The only guy who can make me feel this 


way. So alive and somewhat scared at the same time. So at 
peace and so on edge from one second to the next. | like 
tranquility, or at least | usually do, but damn do | love the 
excitement that only he can deliver 


“And there’s nothing your father can do about it,” he says. 
“My father?” | ask softly 


“You don’t know this, but when they were stacking charges 
against me after that dodgeball incident your dad decided 
to pile a few more on top. The icing on the cake for what 
they needed to get me out of town.” 


“My dad? | honestly didn’t—” 
His free hand comes up and he raises a finger silencing me. 


“Il know. It’s okay. | don’t hold it against him and | certainly 
don’t hold it against you. He thought what he was doing 
was right. He thought he was looking out for you, but he 
can’t. Only | can make sure you’re safe...always. Only | can 
protect you...forever. And even though I was young back 
then | knew. And your dad apparently knew too.” 


“Knew...what?” | ask. This is getting confusing now We 
continue to walk down the trail and | hear the sound of 
water. Is there a stream up ahead? How come I never knew 
about this part of the forest just outside of town? It’s 
absolutely beautiful. 


“He knew | was there. On the sidewalk. In your yard. Across 
the street.” 


“You were... Stalking me?” 


“You can call it that if you want, but I see it differently.” 


“How do you see it differently?” | ask. I’m concerned yet 
curious at the same time. 


“| heard some of the boys talking in the locker room after 
gym class. They knew your parents had money and they 
were thinking of trying something. They were talking about 
breaking into your house. There was no way | was going to 
let that happen. It’s not right for them to try and take what 
your parents worked hard to earn. That’s wrong. But money 
can be replaced. What! was worried about was what if their 
amateur burglary attempt went wrong and someone was 
hurt? What if you were hurt? I’d never be able to live with 
myself.” 


“So you stood guard?” 


“As best | could. It’s incredible much coffee affects a twelve- 
yearold’s body. One cup and I'd stay wired all night.” 


“But the next day at school? How did you function?” 


“| functioned knowing you were there. You were inside those 
walls and it was safer than when you were home.” 


“You... you... really thought that?” 


“I didn’t think anything. | knew it. Because inside that 
school | knew where your classes were. | Knew where you 
were. And | knew if anyone tried anything, which they 
wouldn't, they would fail. One because there are so many 
people in the school. Two because there’s nothing valuable 
for them to take there. You’re not wearing expensive 
watches or jewelry. And three. Three was because | was 
there and if anybody tried anything it would be their first 


and last attempt and it would set a precedent so visible and 
so violent that no one would ever try something so foolish 
again.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Knight 


Just thinking about the possibility that she might have been 
in danger all those years ago has me squeezing her hand 
more tightly | ease up my grip, making sure | don’t frighten 
her. It’s not a squeeze that can hurt her, but it’s one that 
lets her know how much she means to me...not that it’s a 
conscious thing. It’s a completely involuntary bodily 
response. Whenever I think about her safety my jaw 
stiffens, my muscles tighten, and | feel a rage immediately 
form inside me and | just want to lash out at whoever might 
be foolish enough to even think of doing harm to her. 


To my girl. And now my woman. 


But so far this has been one sided. I’m the one talking. I’m 
the one in charge. 


| need to give her the chance to have her own say. For her 
to validate what | already know is true. For her to 
consciously decide she wants me just as much as | need her. 
For her to feel for me what | feel for her To choose. To 
decide for herself. 


“We're here,” | say. 
“Where is here?” she says. 


We take one more step and the forest opens into a clearing. 
Directly in front of us is a fifteen-foot high waterfall and 


thanks to the recent rains it’s flowing perfectly Sometimes 
it dries up and sometimes it gushes. Today it’s just perfect. 


“The place where | come and think about what’s most 
important to me.” 


“And what are those things?” 

“There’s only one. You.” 

| feel her gaze turn from the waterfall to my face, but | can’t 
look at her yet. If | do! know l'Il devour her mouth with 
mine and | won’t be able to stop. | need to show her the 
perfect spot first. 

“Come on,” | say and we continue walking. 

“Where? There’s nowhere to go?” 

“The best path in life isn’t always the most obvious or the 
most easily seen,” | say, leading her behind a tree and in- 
between a couple of big boulders. 

“Oh my gosh!” she says. 

| put my hand on her hip and it takes everything I have not 
to tighten my grip and pull herin close. Patience. I’m 


almost there. Just a little more patience. 


| guide her behind the curtain of water where we can stand 
and watch the waterfall in front of us. 


“It’s not too slick back here, but you'll want to watch your 
step just in case. But don’t worry. l'Il watch for both of us.” 


“Of course you will,” she says. 


She turns back and squares her body up to me. | feel the 
mist from the waterfall hit the side of my face and the 
droplets from the splash find my jeans. 


“What do we do now that we're back here?” she asks. 
“What I’ve waited my entire lifetime for,” | say. 


| grab her by the waist and pull her into me. Her feet slide 
on the wet rock and it’s almost like we’re dancing, like she’s 
gliding across the dance floor to me. 


Her face stops just short of mine and | stare into those big, 
beautiful, brown eyes of hers. They’re not as dark as mine 
but much more telling. | look into them and I can see her 
desire. See her want. | swear I can see her soul. 


And she was meant for me just like | was meant for her. 


| cup the back of her head with one hand looking at her hair, 
which is getting wet from the mist. It’s so damn beautiful. 
She’s so damn beautiful. 


My hand comes around to her cheek. | drag a finger along 
her jawline and admire her perfection, feeling the curves of 
her face. Wondering how cheekbones can be so high. 


Wondering how eyes can be so brown yet so bright at the 
same time. 


And wondering why | had to wait a whole lifetime for this 
moment, but knowing now it was all worth it. 


And I don’t have to wonder what’s going to happen next. 
What I’ve dreamt about for years. What I’ve thought about 


SO many times in my secret space back here behind the 
waterfall. 


But it’s not my secret space anymore. It’s ours. 


Just like everything is ours. It always has been whether she 
knew it or not. 


And now she will. 


And that starts with her Her lips belong to her, but now 
they’re about to be ours... mine. 


And I can’t wait any longer. 
| lean in and my lips crash into hers and an entire lifetime of 


want, need, and desire comes out as | kiss her hard knowing 
exactly what’s coming next. 


CHAPTER 10 


Quincy 


His lips are so rugged, so masculine, so perfect. Just the way 
| imagined them last night when I got home. When | told my 
dad I'd “found” that motorcycle helmet and would find the 
owner tomorrow. 


Well it’s tomorrow and | sure know who it belongs to now. 
Me. Forever. 


And judging by the intensity of his kiss and the wetness in 
my panties, which is trying to quickly match the liquidity 
levels of the waterfall, the helmet won’t be the only thing 
that’s mine soon. 

He'll be mine and l'Il be his. 

His hand slides back around behind my head and grips my 
skull as he presses my face into his. It’s aggressive, but not 
too violent and | absolutely love it. 

Love that he’s committed to tasting me 


Love that he’s so into me he’s losing control. 


And love the knowledge that my first time is about to be so 
special and perfect...and with him. 


| reach for the bottom of his shirt and grab it, pulling the 
quickly dampening cotton up and over his head as he 


extends his arms upward. | go to toss it behind the waterfall 
in the small cove, but he takes it from me. 


“It will wash up ashore,” he says as he tosses it into the 

flow. “I used to toss boats | made into the water imagining 
the two of us were aboard. They always made it down safely 
and to the shore where I’d gather them and take them with 
me. Just like I’m going to take you now.” 


“Take me,” | say. 


He grabs my shirt and yanks it over my head just like | did to 
his seconds ago, but he doesn’t have to be told what to do 
with it. He tosses it into the waterfall and then grabs me by 
the waist lifting me up and off the rocks and into his arms. 


The mist thickens and | feel the wetness on my face as | lean 
into him kissing him wildly, my tongue finding the inside of 

his mouth and his finding the inside of mine before our lips 

reunite as one. 


His hand grabs my ass hard, supporting me while his other 
hand slides up my back, unhooking my bra. 


| slide my hand forward together and he quickly slides my 
bra off, devouring my breasts with his mouth sending my 
back arching backwards and more and more water into my 
face. 


It feels like a dream as he licks around my nipples which are 
so hard and so tender right now that | can feel the slightest 
of flicks by his tongue as he teases them before his mouth 
crashes down on my breast hard sucking my nipple as he 
presses my chest deeper into his mouth. 


My back arches back forward and my head flips up and | 
wrap my arms around his head willing my breast deeper into 
his mouth. 


A moan escapes his mouth as he switches to the other 
breast before | feel his hand yank at the back of my pants 
and then my legs unhook from behind his back and slide 
down his legs finding the wet rock. 


| step out of my pants so quickly | almost fall, but his hand 
quickly finds my hip steadying me. | look up at him and 
smile as we’re both racing to get out of our jeans and get his 
cock into my wet pussy. 


| reach for his underwear and yank it down to his mid thigh 
before he has a chance. 


Oh my god! 


His dick is rock hard it’s pointing straight up and not out. 
It’s like a steel rod and I can think of a couple places | want 
to put it right now 


| yank off my panties fall to my knees and slide my face in 
closer to his groin. 


“| want to take you first,” he says. 


“| need to taste you first,” | say, grabbing his shaft with both 
hands but still leaving some exposed. 


| lick around the base of the head of his cock and then stick 
it in my mouth. | make an O shape with my mouth and slide 
in as much as! can until | gag just a bit, but | don’t make a 
sound. | want him to know I’m enjoying this and! am. | 


don’t want him to know | don’t know what I’m doing, which 
is also true, and straining at his size and girth. 


My head starts to bob forward and back and | feel the tips of 
his fingers on the top of my head. He’s not pushing me at 
all, but just feeling the connection there wills me to take 
more of him. To suck harder and deeper. 


| want to taste his juices inside my mouth. 


He groans and | raise one hand up and across his rock hard 
twelve-pack abdominals, feeling the grooves of the 
tightened muscles wondering if he’s getting close. 


| bring my hand back down and cup his balls feeling them 
rise up in his sack wishing he’d fill my mouth with his taste, 
but he denies me 


| feel his hands on my shoulders and he yanks me up and 
right back into his arms, my legs wrapping around his waist. 


“Later We can do that later First | need to claim you. To 
make you mine. To fill you with my come and make a child 
with you. Our child which will bond us even more than our 
already perfect connection... forever,” he says. 


I moan and kiss him hard on the mouth and feel his hand lift 
my ass and line his cock up right at my opening. 


He moves it around, not entering, but lubricating his already 
wet tip. 


“Are you ready for me.” 


“Uh huh!” | moan. 


“Can you take all of me?” 
“| need all of you.” 


“There’s no going back after this. After | enter you. After | 
come so deep inside you. After! claim you. After! plant my 
seed in you and it grows to be our first child, the start of our 
family and our life together” 


“Yes! | want that.” 


“And I’ve wanted you for so damn long. Fifteen years | kept 
working knowing one day I’d make you mine and now that 
moment is finally here. All the work paid off and my life now 
finally begins because it’s our life. Together ,” he says as his 
dick thrusts inside me sending my head back and my mouth 
open. 


“Uhhh!” | moan and he returns a guttural gravely, “ummm... 
ummm.” 


| flex my middle trying to bounce up and down on his cock, 
but my attempts are futile. He’s in complete control. He’s 
the one fucking me, not vice versa. | don’t have to do 
anything but ride his cock and feel the pure ecstasy. 


“Uhhh! Uhhh!” | say as I feel my wet hair shake from side to 
side as I’m up and down and side to side being filled by him 
as he manhandles me like a limp rag doll. 


My body is like a toy for him, for his pleasure as he moves 
and manipulates me as he pleases and oh does it please me 
in return. 


The cool water The smell of nature. The smell of sex. The 
feeling of him. 


It’s all mixing into one and my head is spinning as | feel like 
I’ve gone over our little waterfall and am upside down ina 
washing machine as he has complete control over my entire 
body, mind, and soul...bending and moving it to his 
complete wishes. | wish in some ways he would break me, 
his girth and length feeling so good. | have no idea how I’m 
able to take so much of him, especially for my first try, but 
my body wants what my body wants as my walls open for 
him. 


And then | feel my middle tighten and a wave inside me 
forms and then flows just like the water around us. 


“Knight!” | yell, but it’s too late 


| explode on his cock as he continues thrusting. | feel my 
come shooting everywhere covering him, the rock, mixing 
with the flowing water and I’m completely out of my mind 
lost in the feeling of this climax. 


My orgasm peeks and then | feel his thrusting stop and I’m 
filled with his warm gift causing my walls to tighten around 
his cock so hard that there’s no way he could thrust any 
deeper if he wanted to, not that he could as the head of his 
cock twitches hitting my G-spot and my climax rolls right 
into a second wave but my flow can’t match his as his cock 
continues to flick and bend and thrust, moving in all 
directions inside me breaking the grip of my walls on him as 
he fills me deeper and deeper and deeper. 


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” he says. 
“Ummm,” | say leaning in kissing him deeply. He can’t 


return my kiss right now he’s so out of breath and his mind 
is completely gone. 


| feel my body wobble and hear his footing slip and suddenly 
we're falling to the side his dick still inside me as we splash 
down into the pool at the base of the waterfall as his hand 
cups the back of my head making sure I’m safe... protected. 


| feel his arm wrap around me and know | could easily swim 
to the side if | wanted to, but he’s in charge of everything as 
always. 


His feet kick below us and we breach the surface together 
and he paddles us to the side. 


| open my eyes and see our clothes have washed up just as 
he said they would. 


His dick is so long that it’s stayed in me through the fall and 
the swim. | can’t believe the jarring of the landing didn’t 
break the inside of me, but it probably only served to send 
his swimmers deeper inside me insuring I’m pregnant with 
his child. 

He’s breathing hard and I am too. 

“That was incredible,” | say kissing him on the mouth. 
“Most incredible first time in the history of humankind?” 

“| don’t know how that could be topped,” | say. 

“Are you challenging me?” he says. 

“Knight! Sex and then falling over a waterfall? | don’t know 


about you but | think I just experienced every single 
emotion a woman can, all in about fifteen minutes time.” 


He turns and looks back at the waterfall. 


“There are bigger ones, you know. We can get in a barrel 
and really have some tumbling climactic love making.” 


“That sounds like acrobatic sex, not love making,” | say, 
laughing realizing this is his sense of humor. His deadpan 
delivery makes it even funnier. 


“Yeah, you’re right. Let’s stick to the lovemaking for now 
because woman that was powerful. I’ve never felt so alive in 
my entire life.” 


“You make me feel alive,” | say. 


“Because you never feel more alive than right after you 
almost plummet to your death, but you know there was no 
way | was going to let anything happen to you. I Know this 
waterfall and the pool below I chose that spot just in case 
we slipped. | wasn’t planning on it, but then again | wasn’t 
planning on meeting you all those years ago and both were 
the two best moments of my life.” 


| look at him deeply and see the truth in his eyes. 


“You're the best moment in my life. Every moment I get to 
spend with you, even the ones where | don’t know you're 
there. Whether you’re in the shadows... or not.” 


“Or always. I’m always there. Always watching over you. 
Always protecting you. You’ve possessed my body, mind, 
and soul and now I’ve possessed you and will continue to 
until my dying day...and beyond.” 


| just stare into that dark abyss that is his deep brown, 
almost black, eyes. 


And I’m completely lost. Lost in love and lost in him. 


“Can we take that ride over the edge again?” | ask witha 
wink. 


“Which one? | remember two,” he says. 

| smile and kiss him hard. 

“| remember three,” | say. “Mine, yours, and then ours.” 
“Together,” he says. 


“Yeah,” I say. “Together That’s the best.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Quincy 


“So which did you like more? The waterfall or the shower,” 
he asks me. 


“Both,” | say toweling myself off at his house. 


“The waterfall was incredible l'Il never forget that, 
especially considering it was my first time. But the shower 
was nice and warm, especially after that wet ride back on 
your motorcycle. But there’s one key to both experiences,” | 
Say moving in closer to him and his white towel wrapped 
around his waist. 


“What’s that?” he says tapping me on the nose. 

“You,” | say. 

He kisses me and I hear my phone ring. 

“Uh. | better get that. It might have to do with class.” | 
take two steps and then pause. “Don’t you have to work 
like...ever?” | ask. 

“| report back tonight,” he says. 

| go for my backpack glad he’d taken it off my back and put 
it in a storage area on his bike when we arrived at the 
forest. | hadn’t even noticed | was so lost in what was all 


happening so quickly He’s always thinking for the both of 
us. It’s like he’s one step ahead at all times. 


Until | answer the call. 

“Where are you?” my dad asks. 
“I'm over at...someone’s house.” 
“Someone who?” 


“You don’t know him.” But then | remember what Knight 
said. My dad sure does know him. 


“Him? You’re at some boy’s house and you didn’t tell us. 
Great. Aren’t you supposed to be studying? What’s going 
on with you? And who’s house?” 


“I’m an adult dad. I’m twenty-one. | can go to people’s 
houses. It’s not like I’m going to get killed or something.” 


“| remember some crazy boy years ago who sure seemed like 
an ax murder and he had a thing for you. Remember that? 
Imagine if you were at his house.” 

| don’t say anything. 

“Still feel safe now? | didn’t think so.” 


“| feel safer than ever actually... because | am at his house.” 


“Don’t get smart with me. | got rid of him years ago. Now 
where are you?” 


“Well, apparently not because he’s back.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“He’s back and I know what really happened now.” 

“Don’t fuck with me young lady. Nick Knight is long gone 
and you are certainly nowhere near him. Now where are you 
and what’s going on?” 


Knight waives two fingers at me signaling for me to pass him 
the phone. 


| hesitate and before | can make a decision he takes the 
phone from my ear. 


“I'm back and she lives with me now,” he says. 

Oh my god, what is he doing? 

“I'm calling the cops!” | hear my dad yell into the phone. 
“No need. You’re already talking to one.” 

“You're not a cop you liar,” my dad says. His voice is still so 
loud and clear | can hear it from where | stand next to 
Knight. 

“I am a cop, but | don’t have a record anymore. | made sure 
of that. So whatever you thought happened fifteen years 
ago didn’t. I’m clean, like | always was. And your 
daughter’s mine, like she always was.” 

“Put Quincy back on the—” 


Knight hangs up and tosses the phone on the couch. 


“Hungry?” 


“Knight! You can’t do that. That’s my dad! What’s wrong 
with you?” 


“What’s wrong with you. You told him you’re an adult now 
act like one. Make decisions for yourself like you already 
have. You're with me now like I told you. | told you there’s 
no going back, so don’t try to now. And I know you don’t 
want to anyways.” 


He slides in closer to me and puts the pad of his rough index 
finger on my cheek. “Mine,” he says. 


He leans in to kiss me and | can’t help but come up on the 
tips of my toes and meet his lips. 


| should hate him. | should be pounding on his chest right 
now with my fists, but | can’t. 


He’s right. He’s consistent in everything he does and he’s 
holding me to the same standard. 


It’s just that I’m not used to this directness... this bluntness. 


But | sure do like it even though it’s going to take some 
getting used to. 


And | know my dad’s not used to it or accepting of it yet. It’s 
only a matter of time before his next move. | Know he won't 
accept the answer he just got or getting hung up on. 


And | know Knight won’t accept anything less than what he 
wants. 


And that’s me under the same roof as him, regardless of 
what anyone else thinks or wants. 


Including my dad. 


CHAPTER 12 


Knight 


“| can save money by staying at home until | transfer to a 
bigger school,” she says. 


| hung up on her dad about a half an hour ago and | can see 
she’s still torn about her current living situation. | know 
she'll probably want to go back over there and get her 
things, but she doesn’t have to. | can buy her new clothes... 
anything she wants. A police salary isn’t huge but my 
expenses are lower than low. Black coffee, meat, and some 
vegetables from the grocery store don’t cost much. And I’ve 
already got a few pairs of pants, a pair of boots, and plenty 
of T-shirts and underwear to last me a long time. | don’t 
need much in life, only the best and the best is her. 


“You can save even more money here because you'll never 
pay for anything while you’re under my roof,” | say. 


“But l'Il chip in for rent,” she says. 


“Zero. You're paying me zero. Your money is for you. You 
can use it to buy some nice lingerie if you really want. Then 
again I'll be buying that too. | want to wrap up the gift that 
I’m going to open every day for the rest of my life in as many 
different bows as possible,” | say. “And | know you look 
incredible in every color” 


“Knight, this is serious.” 


“lam too. You're just not used to it yet, but you will be.” 


| hear a knock at the door and some yelling. 

“He got here quicker than | expected,” I say. “He must know 
somebody at the station. Somebody willing to give out a 
fellow officer’s home address.” 

| walk towards the door. 


“Knight, please. It’s my dad. Don’t do anything.” 


| turn and face her and walk back towards her placing my 
hands on her shoulders. 


“Don’t worry. He’s angry. l'Il take care of it... civilly” 


| kiss her on top of that gorgeous head of hers, but | can still 
see the worry in her eyes. 


“Hey,” | say lifting up her chin with my index finger “Don’t 
worry. l'Il treat my future father in law with respect...as long 
as he does the same.” 


| walk back towards the door where the pounding and 
yelling have only intensified. 


| open it and see him standing there, not looking so tough 
anymore now that he sees what the twelve-year-old he 
remembers has become. 


“Where’s...? What are you...?” 


“Don’t worry. She’s safe and sound. I’m going to take good 
care of her You have my word.” 


| extend my hand and he looks at it. | can see he’s still 
thrown off by my size and how unexpected it was. 


“| demand to see her.” 


“Listen, you don’t demand anything in my house. The 
sooner you understand that the better off you’ll be.” | 
pause. “The only reason | even opened this door and the 
only reason | haven’t thrown you off my front steps is 
because you created this beautiful woman who now lives 
here, not with you. Now if you want to talk to her, why don’t 
you try asking me...nicely...to ask her if she wants to see 
you. Or are you the type that harasses girls because you're 
a quote unquote man, just using your size and strength to 
try and overpower them? Well, how does it feel now?” 


He looks me up and down realizing he’s got no chance here. 
| know the kind of guy he is. He’s the man of the house. 
The king of his castle. At least in his own warped mind. 
That’s the kind of thinking that stunts the growth of 
children, which might seem ironic coming from a guy like 
me, but it’s anything but. 


I’m the alpha protector, but my strength isn’t just in my 
size. My biggest strength is in the sound of my voice when | 
cheer Quincy on in her journey through life. When I’m there 
like a rock for her to lean on when times get tough. And 
when | have the wherewithal not to solve her problems right 
away, but to listen first... just letting her get her troubles off 
her chest so she can feel more calm, more relaxed after the 
therapy that is just telling all your worries and troubles to a 
willing listener 


And l'm a willing listener when it comes to her. 


But not her father. 


“Can | please speak with my daughter?” he asks. 
| turn and look back inside my home. 


She starts walking towards the door and | take a step aside 
so she can pass, but | don’t go far. | stand right behind her 
letting her dad know I’ve got her back. Reminding him that 
if he makes her angry, or sad, or anything | deem to be not 
to my liking it’s me he has to deal with, not her. 


Man to man. 


And when it comes to my woman | don’t fuck around if | 
think someone’s upset her. 


| watch his eyes and listen to his words as the two of them 
speak. His tone is definitely more cordial, understanding, 
and he’s suddenly a better listener with me looming in the 
background, reminding him to toe the line with his words. 


And he does choose his words carefully enough that after 
only a few minutes time they’ve come to an agreement and 
he apologizes to me for the way he arrived... but not for the 
past. 


l'Il consider that a victory for now, mostly because | don’t 
care about him. | only care about him in the way it affects 
her And she seems to be happy with the resolution so that 
makes me happy. 


And getting him out of here so we can get back to being the 
two of us was all | ever wanted in the first place. 


But he better believe I’m going to be present when she 
shows up to pick up her things from her room...and move 


out for good. 
And in with me forever. 


But before that I’ve got something else | absolutely have to 
do, and | don’t have much time. 


CHAPTER 13 


Quincy 
“So we're not going back to the waterfall this time?” | ask. 


“No. Different turn off from the road. This is another place | 
used to go when | needed time to reflect and think.” 


“You had two places?” 


“In the winter the water rises and freezes and you can’t 
reach the waterfall without a sledgehammer, a lot of will 
power, and the hope that you’re not going to fall through 
the ice.” 


He pauses, “I had the willpower and the sledgehammer is 
easy... the drowning part before | made you mine always 
held me back. No way I'd risk dying unless it was for you.” 


He says some of the strangest things, but they are so sincere 
and extremely romantic in his own idiosyncratic way. 


| squeeze his hand tighter and we continue along the trail 
into the forest. This is a different trail, but just as beautiful 
as the last. 


And I can’t help but think how he’s leading me down this 
trail | never even knew existed. It’s like a metaphor for life. 


This trail has been right here under my nose my entire life 
but it takes him to show me the way, to lead me, for me to 
be able to experience it and enjoy it. 


And feel safe doing so. 

After a few minutes of smelling the crisp woodsy air and 
checking out his butt from behind he turns around quickly 
and says, “We're here.” 


And just like last time we arrive at a clearing, but this time 
there’s no waterfall as he mentioned. 


But there is something else equally as spectacular. 


There’s a blanket in the grass and a cooler on the edge 
holding it in place in case the wind blows. 


“Did you set this up?” | ask in amazement. 


“Yes. No way I’m telling anyone about my secret spot. No 
one but you that is.” 


“But when? How?” 


“When you were in the shower. Motorcycles go faster than 
you might guess.” 


“You did this while | was in the shower? You’re joking?” 
“| prepared it last night and had it hidden, but yeah... 
getting out here and setting it up only took about twenty 


minutes in total.” 


“That’s why you were breathing hard when | got out of the 
shower.” 


“| told you | went for a quick workout and | wasn’t lying. | 
was running down this path,” he says. 


| give him a big hug and together we walk towards the 
blanket. 


For the next, | don’t know...two or three hours, we feed each 
other grapes, brie cheese on crackers, olives, bruschetta, 
chocolate and everything else | could have ever wanted at 
one time and in one place. And the wine he picked out was 
just as nice as the snacks. 


Except for one more thing he’s apparently been keeping a 
secret. 


“What’s that wrapped thing in the cooler?” | ask 
mischievously. 


“You like fireworks, right?” 

“Who doesn’t?” 

“You know how at the end there’s that one big finale? That 
big continuous display where it’s like the pyrotechnic guys 
are just emptying all their canons at once? All the colors 
and shapes and sizes and sounds and displays of all types 
light up the sky?” 


“You're describing my favorite part.” 


“Good. Because what’s in the cooler is for after what this is 
for,” he says. 


“What what is for?” 


He rolls over onto his side and reaches into his pocket, 
pulling out a small black box. 


“Oh my god, Knight.” 


“I've dreamed of the day I’d be able to do this. For the time 
you'd give me the chance to show you just how much you 
mean to me. And to show the world.” 


“Knight,” | gasp. My hands come up to my face. 


“Beautiful | knew you were mine from the moment | first saw 
you. Back then that meant you were my friend, the one | 
was going to do everything to protect and make safe. As | 
grew older and understood what love meant | understood 
that it meant you. And as much as you're still my friend, my 
best friend, and I’m still going to do everything to protect 
you and make you safe, now | want to give you something 
you can wear all day and all night and think of me. Just one 
look down at your finger and you'll know your Knight is 
always there for you. Forever and always, just like we’re 
going to be in love...forever and always. Will you marry 
me?” 


“Yes, my knight in shining armor Yes!” | just couldn’t resist 
calling him that, but it’s not a pun or cheesy. It’s so, so true. 
This man has and will go to battle for me risking it all. And | 
know he'll do the same for our children when they arrive in 
this world to join us. 


He slides the ring on my finger and we kiss as we hold each 
other’s faces in our hands. 


| feel one of his hands come off my face and hear something, 
but can’t make it out...nor dol care. I’m so lost in love right 
now that all that matters is the two of us together forever 
and the commitment he’s just made me. 


Pop! 


“Oh!” | say, my lips coming off his. | turn and see the 
champagne bubbling up off the top. “Did you just open that 
with your hand?” 

“Just a flick of the thumb is all it took.” 


“So that’s what was in the cooler. The big fireworks. That’s 
the grand finale.” 


“Baby, this is only the beginning.” 


EPILOGUE 


Knight 
One and a half years later 
“Did Duke dookie?” | ask holding him up towards the sky. 
“It’s okay. | can change him,” Quincy says. 
“You just relax, beautiful. | got this.” 


| take Duke over to a flat log that | prepared here in the 
forest at our special place. The log works perfect for playing 
games and other things my wife and | come here to enjoy, 
but it also should serve perfectly as a diaper changing 
station. 


And I'll be changing a lot of diapers these next few months 
seeing that | don’t want Quincy doing anything while she’s 
pregnant with our second child. 


She already finished up her community college and is now 
pursuing her bachelor’s degree online through one of the 
better universities in the state, which also happens to be 
one of the better ones in the country. 


I’m proud the university gives a discount for the family 
members of police officers and I’m equally as proud to be 
the one who pays for her education. I’m aman and it’s my 
job to take care of my woman and our family. 


When she makes money she Saves it for a rainy day. She 
keeps telling me she’s going to pay for our next vacation, 
but there’s no way l'Il ever let her She'll never dig in her 
purse or reach for a credit card or any form of payment while 
I’m alive. 


And thanks to my police pension she'll never have to worry 
about money ever again. I’m only a year and a half into my 
cop career, but if something happens to me in the line of 
duty my insurance policy has her set for life. And once I’m 
done working l'Il have enough put away for her to live 
comfortably forever. 


Or more accurately us forever. 
But then again I’m already way past comfortable. 


I’m on easy street when it comes to our relationship. No 
drama. No complaining. Only love, laughter, and a home 
full of happiness. 


And we're both loving the home we built outside of town. 
It’s not big, but we like it that way. It’s made of logs and it’s 
cozy, and it keeps our family close and our most important 
memories even closer. 


She’s done an awesome job decorating the house with 
pictures of the two of us, places we’ve been, and also the 
three of us now. I think we’ve taken about one hundred 
times as many pictures since Duke came along than we did 
before. 


And we took a lot before. 


We love making memories together and at night we like to 
flip through our photo albums and relive them all over 


again. We joke that we don’t even need to go to the movie 
theater or have a Netflix subscription because we just play 
our own mental movies in our heads every night on the 
couch with a couple nice big bowls of popcorn in our laps. 


And that’s what life’s all about. Being a good dad anda 
perfect husband. 


| get a lot of satisfaction from my job, even though | got 
written up on my first day. It’s an event we now all look 
back on and laugh about. 


But | get the most laughter and the most satisfaction from 
my family. 


And her 


When we get home tonight we'll take a quick shower and 
get Duke changed and then the three of us will head over to 
her parent’s house. 


It took some time, but they came around. Once they saw 
how serious | was about everything and that | was actually a 
good guy. 


Her father even apologized to me and now | consider the two 
of us to be square. No hard feelings. He was just protecting 
his daughter back then... something | can understand. 


But that responsibility is one | take seriously and wear asa 
badge of honor now. 


l'Il always protect and serve my family, because family 
comes first, second, third, and all places thereafter. 


Because family is everything. 


And family starts with her...my everything. 


For life. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Quincy 
Ten years later 


“Cute kid ya got there, miss. And | like your dress,” the 
butcher at the meat counter says. 


| purse my lips Knowing what’s coming next. 

Knight rounds the aisle end and stares down the butcher 
who's holding a big meat cleaver in his hand. Knight 
doesn’t even pretend to care. 

“You mean missus,” he says. “And | bought her that dress so 
if you’ve got anything to say about it you can say it to me, 
not my wife,” Knight says. 


| put my hand on Knight’s forearm and feel his pulse 
shooting through his veins. 


“Sorry, sir 1...1 didn’t know.” 


“Well now you do so you won’t make that mistake ever 
again... will you?” 


“No sir My apologies.” 
Knight leans down and kisses me on top of my head. | can 


see his nostrils still flaring as the butcher puts his head 
down and quietly wraps our meat before weighing it and 


setting it on the counter | can see the beads of sweat 
forming on his forehead. Then he disappears into the back. 


In this case there’s nothing | can say to Knight. Usually | just 
remind him that people are friendly and they want to talk to 
people, even strangers. 


But this guy was looking me up and down the last time | was 
in this grocery store and it was making me uncomfortable. 


I’m glad Knight was off today and even more glad he had a 
little chat with this guy I know he'll never look at me that 
way again. 


If he even looks at me at all. 


We finish our grocery shopping and get all five kids piled 
into the station wagon for the trip home. 


There’s Duke, Princess, York, Rook and Noble. And our 
Doberman Pinscher Dutchess. 


Sometimes | jokingly tell Knight that our family sounds like a 
chessboard, to which he always replies that no one puts this 
king in check, referring to himself of course. 

And | couldn’t agree more. 


And our king protects his castle like no man I’ve ever seen. 


Sometimes my girlfriends make little remarks that they wish 
their husbands had more of Knight’s characteristics. 


And that’s when my possessiveness becomes equal to his. 


Because just like he is obsessed with me, and me being his, 
I’m equally as infatuated with him and the knowledge that 
he is my man and no others. 

His eyes never waver, and not just in regards to other 
women. His sights are set squarely on our family as he 
watches over us and protects us. 

Always and forever 

Our possessive protector. 

He is ours and ours alone. 


And we are his and only his. 


Forever. 
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